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My  broken  bones  cry  out  for  love 
To  bind  me  tighter  than  a  glove, 

Whereas  I  scarcely  feel  your  hand 
Bestowing  what  my  bones  demand. 

I  have  no  origin  nor  end 
Within  your  heart's  deep  night  unpenned 
You  pick  me  up  to  set  me  down 
Where  I  in  seas  of  freedom  drown. 

Your  weight  withdrawn  weighs  burdensome 

Upon  my  flesh  till  I  become 

The  interval  between  two  breaths, 

A  life  lived  out  in  little  deaths. 

Your  airy  fingers  rub  me  raw 
More  than  wolf's  fang  or  tiger's  claw; 

The  shadows  of  your  passing  rip 
Skin  from  my  body  like  a  whip. 

Distilling  dew  into  a  wine, 

You  make  me  grosser  than  a  swine; 

You  feast  me  on  platonic  fare 
Until  I  turn  into  a  bear. 

Though  my  protest  may  be  no  crisper 
In  your  dominions  than  a  whisper, 

In  rhymes  like  catapulted  stones 
My  love  cries  out  for  broken  bones. 

VASSAR  MILLER 
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SHIP'S  COMPANY 

The  tempest  brewed  as  indolent  as  tea. 

It  sputtered,  gathered,  waited,  daylong,  cold. 

Then  leaned  its  preening  face  against  the  bold 
Clouds  in  the  darkness  coming,  wind  and  lee. 

And  when  it  came,  it  came  most  stubbornly. 

The  quick  foam  clambered  and  the  long  sea  rolled 
And  beat  us  nightlong  leeward,  keel,  mast,  hold. 
We  foundered  in  the  forenoon.  Let  us  be. 

PAUL  RAMSEY 


A  MAIDEN  LADY  NEARS  DEATH 

A  plum  on  a  proud  tree. 

She  has  but  a  thin  stem 
To  bind  her  homeward,  be 
The  last  shred  of  welcome, 

Which  is  too  soon  to  part, 

Then  down  shall  wildly  go 
Her  chorusing  ripe  heart. 

And  after  that  the  snow. 


PAUL  RAMSEY 


NOON  DEATH 


Sprawled  out  across  death  and  its  chairs, 

I  write  upon  your  moon  and  sepulchre. 

The  tomb  is  not  too  angry  anymore; 

(I  beg  to  be  extinct.) 

A  hollow  bird  placates  the  window  sill, 

Boxed  against  all  bidding  and  all  time; 

Inside,  the  records  turn  on  wire-spoked  chariot  wheels. 
And  bees  buzz  waxhaw  in  the  corner  tree. 

There  is  a  likeness  to  the  weavers  and  the  dead 
Akin  to  sisterhood  between  the  chairs  and  bed. 

I  rest  kimono  lilac  new  and  blue. 

While  you  knit  something  for  me  from  your  store. 

PAT  OUTLAW  COOPER 


CAMUS 

Instinct  played  the  major  part 
And  fear,  perhaps,  tearing  his  heart. 

Across  the  all  rampant  flight 

Of  body,  he  found  his  most  timeless  right. 

Taught  by  the  dark  of  his  death's  harsh  skill. 

Mind  knew  nothing,  with  nothing  was  still. 

He  saw  his  greatest  truth  being  blind: 

That  all  he  was  was  left  behind. 

RICHARD  DOKEY 
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PITY'S  A  PENUMBRAL  REASON 


Harebells  were  ringing  on  the  hillside's  lapels, 

And  horsetails  switched  dew  in  the  whickering  wind. 

On  the  northsteepled  eave  white  moonflowers  teetered 
Like  albino  foals  moist  with  milk  from  the  moon. 

With  lanct-shaped  noses  two  blackguards  my  aunts 
Hooked  gauze  screens  on  the  chainrusted  swing.  Bugs 
Pummeled  the  net  canopy,  and  on  my  greenbody  bough 
Reeked  waxen  orangeblossom  skin,  in  a  colorless  hammock 
Whrtewalled  I  wallowed,  —  swathed  in  my  virgin's  cocoon. 

Not  as  insect,  Love,  but  a  limping  phoebe. 

With  a  plump  wild  grape  in  his  obelisk  beak. 

I  slid  past  my  aunts  with  their  tulle-hardened  eyeballs, 
(Harebells  hung  still,  the  foals  necks  were  weak):  by  juice 
Drops  trailed  Love  to  the  lithe  scuppernong,  taking  salt 
For  the  injured  bird's  tail.  At  the  saffron-banked  creek 
I  belled  like  a  blue  tick,  where  the  vine's  fruiting  arch 
Coiled  round  a  tree;  —  beneath  oozed  punctured  culls 
With  chartreuse  cheeb,  pulps  and  pips  smelling  malt,  and 
No  phoebe  . . .  but  an  old  crow  cackling,  high  in  the  larch. 

MARTHA  B.  MOREY 
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RED  SNAPPERS 


We  are  cohesive,  a  matrix  of  milt; 

We  fish  from  a  glass-bottomed  boat, 

Jaggedy  lights  spiking  water  opaques, 

Fragments  of  sun  routing  stars,  lobster-spined. 
Flicking  our  intricate  hooks  of  entrees. 

We  watch  the  unwily  gargle  on  steel; 

Papyrus  jaws  bloat  transparent  with  pain, 

Red  snappers  lunge,  oblique  from  the  heel. 

Mid-morning,  lines  limp,  still  one  broad  fellow 
Sculls,  untrammeled  appearing  by  appetite. 

Far  from  the  perimeter  of  kin  — 

A  shingled  marvel  of  abstinence,  fine  sight.  And  i. 
Gulping  metaphorical  food,  would  disgorge 
My  ambient  friends,  —  take  a  feud. 

Needing  as  the  vermilion  fish. 

Both  stars  and  the  spaces  of  solitude. 

I  would  abandon  this  glass-structured  ship. 

If  habit  were  twining  no  more  than  my  lip, 

A  sliver  of  fear  distorts  my  good  eye. 

Most  red  snappers  snap  at  the  temporal  fly. 

MARTHA  B.  MOREY 
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MERRY-GO-ROUND 


The  carousel  whirls 

And  the  riders  go  round  and  round,  — 

The  music  is  loud 

And  the  voice  of  the  crowd 

Is  carnival-high 

As  the  carousel  whirls 

And  the  glittering  girls 

Spin  by. 

Reach  for  the  brass  ring, 

Win  if  you  can, 

Brief  is  the  promise  of  spring. 

Reach  like  a  man. 

Now  as  the  melody  swirls, 

Spilling  a  torrent  of  sound. 

See  how  the  carousel  whirls 
Madly  around  and  around. 

Reach  while  the  night  is  still  young 
For  all  you  may  cherish. 

The  song  will  diminish  unsung. 

Its  music  will  perish. 

A  shadow  is  crossing  the  skies, 

An  evening  of  merriment  wanes. 

The  carousel  falters  and  dies — 

Only  silence  remains. 


SYDNEY  KING  RUSSELL 
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MONTAUK  POINT 


A  "pock-marked  sky"  would  never  do. 

There  was  only  one  plane,  high  like  a  soaring  hawk, 

No  bombs  or  flak. 

The  war  had  been  over  seven  months 
And  there  had  been  no  fighting  at  Montauk. 

Now  I  was  back, 

In  the  off-season,  alone,  just  warm  enough  at  noon 
For  a  sweater  —  and  I  had  to  be  melodramatic. 
Imagining  the  lone  flyer  a  murderous  Jap. 

What  I  was  thinking  of  was  poetry 
Or  what  I  thought  was  poetry 
Because  Montauk  Point  is  a  lone  soaring  plane 
Like  a  hawk  with  the  sea  all  around 
That  never  moves. 

The  lighthouse  beaks  at  nowhere,  beckons  no  one. 

Sirens  on  the  beaches  call  no  sailor  chained  and  bound. 
Montauk  Point  is  a  lone  soaring  plane. 

It  never  moves. 

Like  a  hawk  with  the  sea  all  around. 


WILLIAM  E.  TAYLOR 


DEDICATION 


We  will  ape  the  great 
For  the  great  will  judge 
And  the  great  will  be 
Too  great  for  a  grudge. 

And  they  will  applaud 
Our  attempts  at  flight 
Though  merely  flutters 
To  mirror  their  might. 

When  the  longest  day 
Has  tallied  our  bleat 
We  will  hang  our  brains 
On  the  judgement  seat. 


DOROTHY  DALTON 


GALA 

Whiter  than  white  keys  of  a  piano 

white  candles  of  a  Christmas  Mass 
white  birches 

moon  strides  ahead  of  night 
changing  lettuce  into  green  roses 
crumpling  rhubarb 
into  tinsel  .... 

Moon  leaves  like  a  flying  saucer: 
memories  of  white  sands 
round  tropical  goldfish 
a  polished  copper  penny. 


M.  M.  MORRIS 
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GREEN  IS  THE  SHAPE 


Green  is  the  shape  of  all  impossible  things, 

It  will  not  go  away. 

Green  is  the  flesh  of  this  incredible  world, 

The  ichor  spilled  on  the  unreal,  absolute  ice. 
Hatching  the  angels,  leprechauns  and  lice. 

And  popes  and  paradoxes  and  the  grass 
That  fed  mad  emperors  and  Balaam's  ass; 

Pushing  through  stones 
To  crack  reality 
Like  brittle  bones. 

Green  is  the  flying  snake,  the  mermaid's  hair. 
Green  are  the  lizard  conquerors  from  Altair, 

Who  never  were  until  we  saw  them  there 
In  emerald  robes  upon  an  emerald  stair. 

Green  is  the  shape  of  all  impossible  things 
It  will  not  go  away. 

LILITH  LORRAINE 


II 


LIHLE  CELLS  OF  VISION 


With  a  chain  across  my  eyes 
I  see  through  the  chinks  bits 
of  upswinging  bird, 
ingots  of  the  blinding  river, 

countries  of  grass  leaning  all  one  way, 

Attillas  of  wind;  smoke  without 
chimneys  and  cracked  windows  piled 
on  rooms,  people  without  a  cry; 
they  walk  the  streets  in  little  cells  of  vision. 

With  a  chain  across  my  eyes  the  trees 
puff  gold  and  the  molecule  of  the  daymoon 
lies  cool,  secret. 

CHARLES  FARBER 
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LOCUST 


Small  dark  warrior 

Climbing  out  of  his  cracked  armor, 

His  skin  becoming  an  abandoned  tank 
Stalled  in  the  black  ruts  of  a  tree-trunk, 
He  cannot  hear  the  sirens 
Declaring  his  victory. 

As,  temporarily  defenseless. 

He  clings  to  his  outgrown  past 
While  his  nakedness  hardens. 

He  cannot  hear  the  historians 
Reciting  his  racial  background. 

The  next  transformation 

Is  already  pushing  at  his  leg-sockets. 


EVELYN  TOOLEY  HUNT 


THE  VISIT 


The  boy  lay,  eyes  turned  toward 
the  same  old  view  across 
the  hospital's  fenced  yard,  bored 
and  waiting  for  the  toss 
to  start  the  game  that  day, 
the  game  that  would  decide 
if  he  wou'd  put  away 
the  crown  for  which  he'd  tried 
three  seasons  now  and  come 
a  little  closer  to 

each  time.  If  he  could  have  some 
luck,  like  that  Pardel! — who 
else  had  had  such  luck  all 
season  long?  Pardell  could  sit 
down  swinging  at  the  ball 
and  get  himself  a  hit. 

Once,  he  did.  And  yet  he 
shouldn't  need  the  breaks; 
why,  his  Aunt  Maud  could  see 
his  swing  had  what  it  takes. 

—  A  knock  came  on  the  door; 
he  turned  to  see  a  face 
he  hadn't  seen  before 
come  in,  but  in  the  space 
of  time  it  took  for  him 
to  reach  his  bed  he  knew. 

A  great  hand  clasped  his  own  slim 
one,  a  voice  said,  "How  are  you?" 
All  he  could  do  was  stare 
in  utter  silent  awe 
at  that  form  standing  there, 
hardly  seeing  what  he  saw. 

And  then,  as  quickly,  he 
was  gone,  and  when  the  thrall 
wore  off  he  looked  to  see 
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an  autographed  new  ball 
clutched  hard  in  his  right  hand. 
That  afternoon  from  bed 
he  saw  the  title  won,  and 
two  days  later  he  was  dead. 

—  What  of  an  epitaph 
for  him,  a  boy  who  died 
of  cancer  with  not  half 
his  life  lived,  wings  untried? 

If  I  could  speak  of  him 
with  wisdom,  why,  I  would, 
but  it  is  he  whose  dim 
fast  fleeting  shadow  stood 
where  all  my  steps  are  urged 
and  in  the  end  will  fail 
to  roach  —  with  god  head  merged, 
and  in  his  hand  the  grail. 


RICHARD  ALDRIDGE 


DEFENSES  DOWN 

The  wind  is  up  this  afternoon. 

The  tops  of  trees,  seen  from  this  nook 
Of  mine,  all  sway  and  lurch  askew 
But  right  themselves  before  they  swoon 

Completely.  Leaves,  in  turning,  look 
Like  decks  of  cards  being  riffled  through. 

Night  coming  darkens  all;  rain  hits 
The  roof  like  a  machine  gun  burst. 

Right  now,  a  knocking  at  the  door 
Would  so  demolish  all  my  wits 
I  could  myself  be  found  the  first 
Storm  victim,  knocked  out  on  the  floor. 

RICHARD  ALDRIDGE 
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WHAT  THE  SATYR  SAID 

"Seek  out  the  most  obscure 
humdrum  working  girl 
whose  concealed  sex 
opens  like  a  flower  to  the  sun 
of  solitude: 

muse  on  the  playful 
intimacies  of  the  paywindow 
woman,  beneath  whose  hidden  waist 
lurb  a  tingling  flesh: 
imagine  all 

the  mercantile  world  as  a  thing  made 
to  obliterate  our  most  precious  assets: 
our  pubescence 
and  our  eternal  nudity." 

E.  HALE  CHATFIELD 
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ONSLAUGHT 


Yellow  faces  hang  across  the  sky. 

We  play  in  some  discolored  skull, 
stifling,  bright. 

A  sudden  rip 
plucks  up  the  lake, 
jangles  it. 

Slow  the  wind 

slides  underneath  the  sand. 

We  stand  within  a  fury 
four  feet  high.  Stinging  grains 
grind  up  our  skins. 

We  stare  at  puckering  skeins  of  slate. 

Our  scissored  hearts  slap  wild. 

Sheered  to  bone, 
we  jerk  our  fists 
against  our  eyes 
and  dash  inside. 

MYRTLE  CHAMBERLIN 

LATE  ROSE 

Strikes  up  single  on  a  stalk, 
a  tingling  bead  of  bright  hard  blood. 

Ripening  has  sheared  its  stem 
of  shining  leaves  that  browned  and  fled. 

Thorns  too  tender  yet  for  piercing 
fell  away  upon  the  wind. 

The  rose  seed  rears  its  burning  head 
to  pipe  a  lone  and  ardent  ode 
to  cold  blue  space  above  the  wood. 

MYRTLE  CHAMBERLIN 
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ALIEN  WORLD 


The  children  huddled  together  watched  the  stranger 
sitting  upon  John  Vergil's  special  stool, 
paying  no  heed  to  them.  This  white  young  lady, 
talking  about  when  she  was  a  little  girl, 
kept  asking,  "Do  you  remember?"  Quiet  as  doves, 
tame  as  a  pride  of  lions,  the  children  stared, 
heard  their  grandmother  answer.  Conjuring  words — 

"such  flowers,"  "the  pretty  people," 

"that  house  all  shined," 

raised  the  stranger's  world  in  each  listener’s  mind; 
an  alien  world,  it  filled  the  old  woman's  eyes, 
leaving  no  place  for  them.  Lost,  terrified, 

"Granny,"  John  Vergil  whimpered,  "Granny,  please  .  .  .," 
as  the  children  surged,  hurling  themselves  upon  her, 
beating  anxious  tom  tom  fists  against  her  knees. 

JOCELYN  MACY  SLOAN 
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BELLES  AT  MONSIEUR  CHARLES' 


The  dreary,  fidgety,  fan-whipped  hour 
drones  on,  shaping  curls  and  destinies 
within  the  metered  hood. 

Obviously-sustained  quiet  irks  the  bones 

and  itches  tongues  to  loose 

if  they  but  would,  and  could  be  heard. 

Inviolate  as  a  line  of  asterisks, 

the  netted  clappers  nod  in  chromium  cowls 

cast  neatly  in  mute  carillon  rows, 

each  absorbed  within  its  private  world 

or  glued  to  fashion's  printed  word, 

suspended  tensely, 

bored  .  . . 

determined  to  be  adored. 

DOROTHEA  WEBB  ANDERSON 
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THE  MASK 


Sleek  as  a  leopard,  coat  of  leopard  skin, 
pale  blond,  bepearled  and  oh  so  elegant 
in  her  demeanor,  at  first  insouciant, 
she  views  the  mask  —  the  geometric  grin, 
the  arched  and  sneering  nostrils  deep  inlaid 
with  pierced  gold  glittering  on  the  ebony, 
the  slits  for  eyes  narrowed  inscrutably, 
the  brow  and  chin  gashed  as  though  scarified  . 

Helpless  she  stands  before  the  hypnotic  stare 
with  writhing  roots  around  her,  a  dark  swamp 
dragging  her  downward  till  the  jungle  damp 
invades  her  flesh  and  a  long-forgotten  fear 
tenses  her  fingers,  as  alone  and  lost, 
she  clutches  the  rim  of  the  primeval  past. 

MILDRED  COUSENS 
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FOR  GREGORY 


/ 


in  a  morning 
of  apple  trees 
you  were  born  and 

erased  the  glacial 
time  when  you 
were  not.  now 

you  smile  so  hard 
your  whole  body  gets 
cockeyed,  how 

much  bliss  runs 
the  tightrope 
between  us. 


MARGARET  RANDALL 


NEGRO  MUSIC 

The  sheer  exuberant  beauty  of  your  throat, 

Dark  friend,  this  one  American  delight 

From  sweat-damp  soil,  this  clear  transporting  note 

Of  human  greatness  welling  toward  the  light — 

A  people,  as  a  people,  making  sing 
Their  boundless  sorrow  in  a  rousing  voice 
Moves  feet  and  sympathy  in  massive  swing. 
Humanity  at  bay  can  still  rejoice. 

JAMES  FRANKLIN  LEWIS 
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FOR  AS  USUAL  M. 

Can  I  find  within  the  tent  of  graciousness, 

Sitting  at  the  door  in  the  heat  of  the  day 
Watching  what  outside  the  brightness  sweeps  away, 
Earth's  spacious  promises? 

When  shall  I  warm  my  feet  and  lip 
At  your  hearth  in  quiet  hours 
While  unheaved  snow  unpowers 
Citizens  and  citizenship? 

The  bellworn  formula  I  do  it  for  thee 
Rings  no  bell,  excuses  no  class 
Buzzes  no  serviceable  he 
Nor  makes  work's  worship  pass 
But  gives  me  faithful  leave  to  be 
With  you  from  you,  alas! 

ALBERT  HOWARD  CARTER 


I  TOO  ELPENOR 

I  too  Elpenor 

know  how  it  feels 

to  be  the  youngest  of  the  band, 

to  be  of  least  force 

and  own  the  weakest  head 

when  ripe  wine  whirls  in  the  mixing  bowls. 

I  too  have  sprawled  on  the  cool  porches 
a  stone's  throw  only  from  Circe's  bed  .  .  . 

Therefore: 

I  know  what  it  means 
to  rise  at  dawn 
and  fall,  reeling, 

into  the  pit  among  the  royal  dead 
unwept  for  and  unsung. 

GUY  OWEN 
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SPECULATION 


Across  the  void's  indifferent  flood 
The  atoms  drift  like  subtle  snow; 

In  metaphysical  cold  blood 

They'll  kill  the  mind  that  thought  them  so. 

Not  warmth  or  light  or  subtle  I 
That's  crucified  on  its  own  stick, 

Or  soundness  or  infirmity 
Exist  within  the  Ding  an  sich. 

Outside  titanic  powers  rave 
and  batter  at  our  puny  walls; 

Let  us  be  thankful  for  our  cave 
And  whistle  till  the  ceiling  falls. 

Yet  I  would  gladly  leave  this  home 
And  naked  in  some  flowering  south 
Extract  like  honey  from  the  comb 
The  gold  essential  of  your  mouth. 

O.  B.  HARDISON 


THE  SOLIPSIST 

Reality  is  crammed  within  his  eye: 
Gigantic  pig  is  microscopic  stye. 


O.  B.  HARDISON 
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FABLE  WITH  A  FARM  FLAVOR 

Atwood  Cornwell  Clark 
clenched  the  lean-blade  of  his  hope 
and  mowed  his  field  of  thought. 
Found  the  harvest 
ten  scraped-up  handfuls  less 
than  his  seeded  expectation. 

When  cataloged  and  neatly  baled 
and  tagged  a  penny  for  them, 
he  found  the  market  glutted 
with  never-changing  forms, 
and  the  accustomed  lag 
hung  over  the  land. 

So  he  inked  his  finger  in  resolve 
and  wrote  on  the  wrinkled  acre, 
FALLOW! 

For  more  than  a  while, 

he  studied  the  occupational  theories 

of  grasshoppers; 

ate  his  indigination  raw; 

hurled  spadefuls  of  sputterspiel 

against  the  fat-faced  moon. 

Said,  I'll  be  damned  if  I  cling 
and  rot  halfway  up  the  vine. 

Even  the  goober  larks  agreed 
he  had  gotten  a  thin  deal, 
and  refused  to  sing  openly. 

Next  Spring, 

Atwood  sat  on  his  porch 

with  most  of  his  weight 

on  his  bottom, 

and  refused  to  plant 

the  usual  peck  of  thought  seed. 

That  Fall, 

the  yield  of  weed  words 
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was  brawny  and  harvestful; 
netting  him,  so  I'm  told, 
prize-steer  price  per  pound 
and  stemmed-wine  for  his  table. 

FARM  MAYER 


THE  TERRIBLE  HAND  OF  LOVE 

It  breaks  the  seal  on  eyes, 

splinters  the  heart's  dam, 

thrusts  bedded  senses  into  flood, 

pushes  reluctant  mind  through  swords  of  light 

and  space,  its  cry  lost  in  the  world's 

clamorous  wake. 

The  air  it  takes  me  to  is  thick 
With  insect  passions  played  on  every  leaf's 
green  stage.  A  toad  I  passed,  trapped  in  a  net, 
one  frenzied  eye  rolling  for  help,  returns, 
given  my  voice  to  scream 

curses  at  cold  charted  stars 
that  star  my  private  night. 

Original  sin  is  any  act  that  honors  death, 

any  listening  to  indifference  coiling  between  the  grass 

fingers  of  earth, 

those  innocent  designs 

that  hiss  at  common  breath. 

Once  I  took  a  mangled  bird  away  from  a  dog's 
slow  pleasure.  Its  terror  fluttered  on  my  stainijjg  breast. 
I  opened  my  hands.  It  could  not  fly. 

So  life 
dies 

always,  but  we  take  it  up  for  love 
and  cannot  put  it  down  anywhere. 

At  last,  birth 

forces  from  the  crux  of  heart 
branches  that  reach  to  one 
and  stay 

outstretched  in  a  sky  of  all. 

DOLORES  STEWART 
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EXILE 

This  hot  noon  wheel 
crushes  the  starched  grass, 
snaps  us  in  two, 
halves  of  a  dry  husk. 

We  pander  to  thirst, 
ranging  the  possibilities 
of  love  under  the  white 
Cyclops  of  the  sky. 

Where  has  green  gone? 

Flowers  flowing  over  fields, 
water  petals,  dark  and  bright, 
soft,  rich  moss  .  .  . 
gone. 

See  how  the  mourning  doves 
fly  from  this  smoking 
exile,  crying 
omens  to  one  another 
across  the  burning  air. 

DOLORES  STEWART 
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A  well  travelled  scripture,  or 
brawling  roaring  sentences 

Bibulous  and  biblical 
and 

bouncing 
Biblow 
the  sailor 
sauntered 

over  the  seven  seas. 

Seven  cats  in  seven  ports 
reported  his  biblical  knowledge. 

Seven  captains  in  several 
galaxies  or  barrels 
boasted  of  his  piracy. 

Countless  bawds  banged  at  his  mast 
demanding  the  golden  coins. 

Rumors  rampaged  around  a  sea  weed 
barrel  as  he  did  a  jig 
with  Mag,  or  daxed  and  dizzy  with  Lizzy. 

JOHN  TAGLIABUE 
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EXCHANGES  WITH: 


TRACE  MAGAZINE  $2.00  a  year,  Box  1068, 

Hollywood  28,  California 

ENVOI  33  cents  per  copy.  Seven  Levels,  North 

Place,  Cheltenham,  Olds,  England 

EPOS  $2.00  a  year.  Crescent  City,  Rorida 
THE  SIXTIES  $3.00  a  year,  Briarwood  Hill, 

Pine  Island,  Minn. 

THE  LYRIC  $2.00  a  year,  301  Roanoke  St., 

Christiansburg,  Virginia 

POETRY  Dial  $2.00  a  year,  IOI9I/2  Demande  Ave., 

South  Bend  16,  Indiana 

WHETSTONE  50  cents  per  copy,  6039  N.  Camac  St., 

Philadelphia  41,  Penna. 

POET  AND  CRITIC  $2.00  a  year,  420  Heavilan  Hall. 

Purdue  University,  Lafayette,  Indiana 

ELEMENT  $2.00  a  year,  228  E.  Ada,  Glendora,  Cal. 

SATIS,  21  Lyndhurst  Ave.,  Newcastle  upon  Tyne  2,  England. 
50  cents  a  copy. 

EPOCH,  159  Goldwin  Smith,  Cornell  Univ.,  Ithaca,  N.  Y. 

HAWK  AND  WHIPPOORWILL,  Place  of  Hawks,  Sauk  City. 
Wisconsin  -  $1.00  a  year. 

MAN  IN  THE  WIND,  William  E.  Taylor, 

Impetus  Chapbook  No.  I,  $1.00. 

SOUTHERN  POETRY  TODAY. 

Editors:  Guy  Owen  and  William  E.  Taylor 
Impetus  Chapbook  No.  2,  $1.00 
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